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The fifteenth General (Scottish) Hospital in Cairo was,
to my mind, the best hospital in the Middle East. I may
be prejudiced by my good fortune there. Two officers
shared a ward, and my companion, also suffering from
jaundice, was Ronald Lunt, padre of the Guards
Brigade. As he recovered he made his illness the
occasion for a sedate but prolonged party. Clergymen
and Guardsmen streamed in to visit their padre, until
Sister limited the number of visitors he might receive at
one time. We found we shared interests and sometimes
friends, and his help with the Centre plan encouraged
me to begin to re-write my first version; for as the weeks
passed by it became less likely that Germany would
invade Northern Arabia; and now that I had seen in
hospital fine officers and N.C.O.s who would never be
fit again for battle, and whose talents would probably
be wasted in jobs at Base, I was determined that the
Arab Centre must be started while this material was
available.

I was fortunate in the doctor who looked after me.
Major Michael Kremer was mildly bored by my
jaundice, but, as the head neurologist, he was interested
in the effects of my head injury. With amazing patience
he began a long examination. He tapped and prodded
and photographed and questioned. The X-ray revealed
two small bits of shrapnel embedded safely in the skull.
The scales showed that I had lost two stone in weight
since leaving England. What his notes were proving I
did not know.

Soon after he had begun his examination he told me